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I aſk'd the Muſe, to whom ſhe'd chuſe 
To dedicate her humble ſtrain ; | 
Not to the proud, th' unfeeling crowd 
* (She ſaid) bat to the Godlike train, 
* Who mov'd by pale Misfortune's cry 
© Have wip'd the tear from Sorrow's eye: 


% To them devote, the ruſtic note, 
„Which CHARITY inſpires alone, 
« Their envied praiſe, thy name would raiſe, 
* And make it glorious as their own” —— 
With that the gentle Muſe withdrew, 
Biding me Dedicate TO YOU, 
; | 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


XI this intereſting period, when every true Briton is, or ought to be, 

contributing his aſſiſtance towards the defence of his Country a- 
gainſt the inſurgents. in America, the author of the following trifles 
hopes to be forgiven, if he has the preſumption to offer his infiynificant 
ſervices towards the accompliſhment of that important end, An Honourable 
Reconciliation. —Nothing, he is convinced, will have a greater tendency 
to accompliſh this end, than to impreſs the Americans with a proper 
ſenſe of the clemency and mercy of our benevolent Sovereign, and to con- 
vince them, that, upon proper acknowledgements, they may ſtill be re- 
ceived into the favour of their King and their Country. With this view 
the Author wrote the American Captive, and the Fall Faction; and tho 
they are perhaps very trifling performances, yet the Author is perſuaded, 
that the view with which they were wrote will induce his countrymen to 


treat them with indulgence. 


The ſcheme of raiſing a Fund by ſubſcription, for the reef of his Ma- 
jefly's fick and wounded troops, and of the widows and orphans of thoſe brave 
ſoldiers, who have been ſlain in America, fighting for the Laws of their Coun- 


try, and the alacrity with which a very conſiderable ſum has been raiſed | 


for that purpoſe, cannot be ſufficiently applauded. —The benevolent in- 
tention of the ſcheme reflects immortal honour on its projectors the 
The 
Author 


extent of the contributions does equal honour to the ſuvſcribers. 
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viii ADVERTISEMENT. 


Author of theſe trifles flatters himſelf, his conduct will meet with ap- 
probation, when he declares his intention of contributing his mite towards 


this Fund, by devoting to its ſervice the profits which ſhall ariſe from this 
publication, convinced (as the celebrated Dr. Armſtrong fays) That 


* Small tho they be, however cheap they come, 
** They add ſtill ſomething to the general ſum, 
And he who gives the little in his pow'r, 


The world acquits, and heaven can aſk no more.“ — 


295 February, 1776. 
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AMERICAN CAPTIVE. 


L | 
Mw turn, faid JeEssy, HENRY turn, 
' Why wilt thou leave the fylvan bowr ? 


* 


Why wilt thou treat my love with ſcorn, 
And fly me in this dreadful hour? 


* 


* 


Hark, hark, the Britiſh thunders roll, | 
The Britiſh banner's wide diſplay'd, 
Then ſtay thou darling of my ſoul, 


* * 


2 ah 


Nor thus deſert thy helpleſs maid.” 


No, Ixssv, no; I cannot ſtay, 


— * — 0 
— 
- — 


HENRY with ſtedfaſt voice replied, 
6 My General calls, I muſt obey, 
I go where he and Freedom guide. SF = 
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We're join'd againſt Oppreſſion's bands, 
We fight for Liberty and Laws, 


« Farewel, my Generals drum commands, 


It beats in Freedom's glorious cauſe. 


He ſpoke no more, but left the maid 
And join'd th* Americans amain, 
Who all their choſen troops diſplay'd, 


And march'd undaunted o'er the plain. 


The Britiſh foldiers ſaw them come, 
As in their garriſon they lay, 

And at the ſound of the firſt drum 
Appear in all their bright array. 


*þ Their General at their head ſtood forth, 
© Behold, he cried, yon abject crew, 
© Devoid of truth, devoid of worth, 


. I F | 
Who yainly come to cope with you. 


1 


What tho' their lines are deep and long, 
What the' they boaſt unrival'd might; 
Are not our loyal arms as ſtrong ! 


© Are we not fitter for the fight ? 


And ſhall their numbers damp our fire, 
shall Britiſh troops to numbers yield? 


© Without one blow ſhall we retire, 
And leave them maſters of the field ? 


© No, no, like Britons, let us rife, 
© Let us, hike Britiſh troops, ruſh on, 
And boldly ſeize the glorious prize 


Of victry, tho' from rebels won. 


His words inflam'd each gallant ſoul, 
They all were keen the foe to meet, 
One voice, one ſpirit mov'd the whole, 


> 


© Puſh on, they cried, we'll ne er retreat. 


1 


(12 ) 


They met, they fought, th' inſurgents flew, 
Vanquiſh'd they flew acroſs the plain, 
Keenly the. Britiſh troops purſue, 


And captive many a youth detain. 


-Mong theſe 'twa , HENRV's fate to be, 
And much his adverſe fate he mourn'd, 
Would in the field they'd murder'd me! 


0 


Would I my back had never turn d: 


For now what hopes for me remain, 
My doom is fix'd—1 die ere morn, - 
And ſo mult all this captive train, 
Objects of infamy and ſcorn. 


Ah, how will JEssY's heart be mov'd 
When ſhe my dreadful doom ſhall hear; | 
Will ſhe not ſcorn the youth ſhe lov'd, 
And ſay her HeNky fled thro' fear.” 


1 


As thus he ſpoke a ſoldier came, 


And ſaid, My General ftrait commands 


That ev'ry pris ner here by name 
Be tried before the Britiſh bands: 


For tho' you're rebels, yet he ſays 
Ve ſhall have Britiſh juſtice till ; 
The favour's great, make no delays, 


© Nor thwart a Britiſh General's will.” 


And ſoon before the awful court, 
The drooping captives all were brought, 
Their crime was clear, their trial ſhort, 


In their defence they pleaded nought. 


At laſt the General ſilence broke, 

And thus the captives. doom declar'd, 

(The priſoners trembl'd as he ſpoke, 

With awe the Britiſh ſoldiers heard) 
B 
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Now by divine and human laws, 


0 


As Traitors you're ordain'd to die, 
Becauſe you join'd in Faction's cauſe, 


* 


And dard our Sovereign's power defy. 


-” 
— 

A 
* 


bl | To-morrow on the fatal tree 


DE OR 
_=—_ . 


Your lives ingloriouſly ſhall end, 


* 


That doom this court awards by me, 


And let the Britiſh troops attend. 


The General ceas'd, the priſoners bow'd, 
A dreadful ſcream was ſtraightway heard, 


— Sn 
” wy — — 


| And burſting wildly thro' the crowd 
|; The hapleſs Jtssy ſoon appear'd. 


© O HEN NY, HENRY, mult thou die! 
And is there now no power can fave 2 
Unheard muſt helpleſs Jessy ſigh ? 


Unheard muſt frantic JEssY rave ? 


A 


* 


( 15 ) 
Yet think, O think, you awful band, 


What griefs I now am doom'd to ſhare ; 


* 


* 


* 


And if your Sovereign's high command 


A 


Forbids a rebels life to ſpare 4 


« Let me be number'd with the reſt, 
And as the ſcaffold they aſcend, 


Fix all your bayonets in my breaſt, 


* 


A 


ay 


Thus ſhall my days and ſorrows end.“ 


The General liſten'd to the maid, 
And turning to the martial train, 
We now mult part, my friends, he ſaid, 


To- morrow we ſhall meet again. 


© This helplets fair one claims our care, 
Hard is her fate, but till to-morrow 
Loet her with ill-ſtar d HE NAV ſhare, 


Since ſhe requeſts, it, all his ſorrow. 


ES LL 
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Next day, before tlie ſun aroſe, 
The gibbet on the wall was raisd, 
That thoſe whom Britain deem'd her foes 


Might ſee, and tremble as they gaz d. 


At mid-day all the captive band 
With ſolemn pompt approach'd the ſeene, 
HENRY and IEssr, hand in hand, - 


Walk'd on with Sorrow's ſaddeſt mien. 


No hope, no comfort, now appear, 
The gibbet, and the crowd they ſaw, 


The fatal hour of death drew near, 


The fatal hour prefcrib'd by law. 


They fondly took a parting kiſs, 
« Farewel, ſaid HENRVY, muclr lov'd maid, 
Ah little we expected this 
When ſporting in the fylvan ſhade. 


1 


Oh ner let youth like me forſake _ 
The {ylvan fhade, the peaceful farm, 
And gainſt his King and Country ſhake 


The threat'ning ſword with treach'rous arm. 


For Britain's armies will oppoſe 
With double force the rebel train, 
And thoſe whom Britain treats as foes 


Tho' ſtrong, will find their ſtrength is vain. 


Farewel, my. Ixssr, we mult part, 
A few ſhort minutes now will cloſe 
Theſe griefs which rend my faithful heart, 


And put All end to all my WOCS., 


But oh what ſorrows wait for thee, 

Involv'd in all thy Country's care, 

What ſcenes of horror muſt thou ſee! 

And what diſtreſſes muſt thou ſhare !” 
C 


And J rss prafp'd her HE NRT's hands, 


83 
He ſpoke; and werping Hung his head, 
The Grueral come; with. al his bands, 
The captives ſhook: with in ward dread. 


The General ſpoke, with gentle tone, 
© Ye hapleſs wretches ſmile again, 
« Forknow that round our ſovireign's throne 


& Mercy as woll as Juſtiue reign. 


In his bleſꝭ d name, Lnow forgive 

The crimes for which you're dom d to fall, 
Farewel, like faithful ſabjects live, 

Our ſov'reign's mercy ſaves you all. 


He ceas'd, and ſtraightway loud applauſe 
Was echo d from the joyful crowd; 
And thoſe who lately ſcorn'd the laws, 
Now pratsd: their King and Laws aloud. 


( 19 ) 


Heav'n ſmil'd on HeNnxr's faithful flame, 


Which ſoon with ſpotleſs joys was crown'd ; 
And HENRY bliſs and GEoRGE's fame 
In future ſtrains ſhall long reſoung. 


THE 


FAT XL F E. UD. 


\ Here Annan's ſtreams profuſely pour 
Their treaſures thro' the dell, 


Where Plenty decks the ſylvan bow'r, 
And Health and Freedom dwell. 


In ancient times two caſtles roſe, 
Majeſtic on the plain, 
Where two proud chiefs, invet'rate foes, 


Dwelt with their vaſſal-train. 


FL EMING and IR VI NE were their names, 
Both Scotchmen ſtout and bold, 
Impetuous as the mountain- ſtreams 


Which round their caſtles roll'd. 


n) 
Oft had they fought, with various fate, 
Oft each the field had won, 


Yet ſtill an old and rooted hate 


To battle drove them on. 


For every breaſt was greatly fir d 
With Valour's deathleſs flame, 


And keenly every youth aſpir'd 


To gain a warrior's name. 


But long ſuperior to the reſt, 
With arm that ne'er would yield, 
FiEMING's brave ſon had ſhone confeſt, 


The glory of the field. 


For with the native charms of youth 


He bore a godlike mind, 


Where valour, mercy, friendſhip, truth, 


And virtue were combin'd. 
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29 
And ſuch, ſo pleaſing was his air, 


It ne'er could fail to move 
Thie gentle boſoms of the fair, 


And turn their hearts to love. 


And hence with each attractive art, 
They ſought his envied ſmile, | 
And oft aflail'd his youthful heart 


With artifice and guile. 


But all their arts were us d in vain, 
No kind returns he'd ſhow, 
HELEN alone his heart could gain, 


The daughter of his foe. 


Fair was the maid, ſoft was her foul, 


"Twas form'd in Pity's mould, 


And down her cheek the tear oft ſtole, 


When Sorrows tales were told. 


( 28: ) 


With Epox oft ſhe fondly ſtray'd, 
When War's dread din was o'er, 
While every look, each thought diſplay'd 


Some charm unknown before. 


But Epoms fire, with jealous eye, 
Beheld the growing flame, 
And oft he curs'd the hateful tye, 


A tye with IrviNE's name. 


And thus, with threats, addreſt his fon, 
bon, too well you know 
What fame thy father's race have won 


* By IRviNE's overthrow. 


Well, well you know what feuds ſubſiſt 
* Between that race and mine, 
And wilt thou, Epom, ſtill perſiſt 


In league with them to join. 
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Car ) 
F orſake the daugliter of my foe, 
Fair HELEN's love forſwear, 5 
Or here, my ſon, I'll break thy bow, 
And here [ll break thy ſpear. 
No more in battle ſhall thy arm 1 
Thy father's cauſe defend, | 
© For HELENS ſmiles thy boſom warm,; 


Her father is thy friend. 


With ſtedfaſt voice the youth replied, 
* You wrong me much, my ſire, 
For oft I've fought on FLEMING's fide 


And made our foes retire. 


« Well, well I know what feuds divide 
« Thine and old Ixvint's race, 


When HELEN ſmiles, theſe feuds ſubſide, 


And Love ſupplies their place, | 


6 
« 'Tis true, I praiſe her father's might, 
such valour praiſe demands, 
Let neer ſhall I with him unite 


In Friendſhip's holy bands; 


But ſhould it give me joy to ſee 


Fair HELEN s lovely face, 


© Impute it not to ſcorn of thee, 


Or of thy ancient race: 


For what regard to her I ſhow, 


Love, love alone ſupplies, 
l feel it in my boſom glow, 


It burns in Helen's eyes. 


In vain with threats you try to move, | 
To threats I ne'er will yield, 
© Yet rather than forſwear my love, 
rn quit the martial field. 
E 


1 
He ceas' d, his father hung his head, 
And ſilently withdrew, 


And Epom to Kirkconnel's mead, 


In happy raptures flew : 


To that bleſt mead where oft he rov'd 
When night ocerſpread the ſkies, 

Where oft he told how much he loy'd, - 
And breath'd his foul in ſighs. 


Long had the race of IRviNE feen 


With envy Epon's fate, 
And oft had met him on the green 


Of purpole to defeat. 


© 'Twas hard, they ſaid, that FLEM1NG's fon 
In each attractive grace, 
© So long, ſo greatly had outſhone 


The whole of IVI NE's race. 


6229 
„Twas hard that HELEN ſhould diſdain 


Her father's friends to wed, 


And with a FLEMING thus profane: 


The holy marriage-bed.' 


But chief young ArNnoLD curs'd their flame, 


And oft had cowardly ſtrove 


To throw a ſtain on Epom's fame, 


And baſely blaſt his love. 


And many a black invidious lye 
He fram'd to gain his end, 
Of Erom's cowardice talking high 


To every credlous friend. 


Old Irvine liſten'd to his tale, 
He deem d it void of art, 
And told the youth he might aſſail 


The beauteous HELEN's heart. 
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(28) 


„With might, he faid, ſhe muſt be won; 


If thou art brave ſhe's thine, 


But firſt with FLEMING's valiant ſon 


Thou muſt in combat Join. 


she loves the youth, he loves the maid, 
* To thee ſhe ne'er will yield, 

© Till Epom preſs his clay- cold bed, 
Or tamely quit the field. 


Old IrviNe ceas'd, the youth retir'd 


FLEMING's brave ſon to find, 
For baſe-born thoughts his boſom fir d, 


Guilt harbour'd in his mind. 


To Kirtle's banks he bent his Way, 
Where oft the lovers met, 
And there with! daſtard pupoſe lay 


In an obſcure retreat. 


6299 
Soon, ſoon he ſaw the happy pair 
As thro the plains they rov'd, 
While valiant Erom told the fair 


How ardently he-lov d. 


With tender looks, and downcaſt eyes, 
She heard the pleaſing tale, 
And whifp'ring faid, with broken ſighs, 


* Epom thy vows prevail. 


At laſt beneath an hawthorn ſhade 
They ſat them down to reſt, . 
And there again-he told the maid 

What wiſhes fill'd his breaſt. 


While thus they ſat, while thus they ſpoke, 
The ſtartl'd nymph beheld 
ARNOLD advancing from a rock 
Accouter'd with his ſhield. 


F 


(30). 


she ſaw him point a deadly dart, 
As when a foe alarms, | ö 
She ſaw he aimid-at EDom's:heart, 


She claſp'd him in her arms. 


- To ſave her lover, matchleſs fair, 
She met the fatal dart, 
© Ye Gods, the cried;. my Epo ſpare,” 
The weapon pierc'd her heart. 


She fell, but trrumph'd as ſhe fell, 
© *'Tis done, tis done, ſhe cried; -. 
Epox, thou'rt:ſafe—my love, farewell 


<£ I'm thine —F'm thine !! —and died. 


Amaz'd and mute the hero ſtood, 
"Twas horror all around, 
With tears he ſaw the ſtreaming blood, 
And fondly kiſs'd the wound. 


(31 ) 
At laſt he fpoke, © Yes beauteons maid, 


Thy conſtancy Fll crown, 
I'll offer incence to thy ſhade 


© And o1ve thee uſt renown. 


O let me claſp thee in my arms, 


And take a parting; view 
Of all my beauteous HELEN's charms, 
she that was once ſo true; 
And while I gaze with longing eyes, 

should I let fall a tear, 
Courage may blame my riſing ſighs, 


For I m no warrior here. 


But thou baſe wretch who ſtruck the blow, 
+ On thee my rage ſhall fall, 
This faithful arm ſhall lay thee low, 


Thy crimes for vengeance call. 
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He ſpoke, and boldly aim'd his ſpear 
Againſt th' Aſſaſſin's breaſt, 

The guilty ARNOLD ſhook with fear, 
With rage brave EDow preſt. 


Epo prevail d, the villian fell 
Inglorious on the plain, 
Remorſe and ſhame his boſom ſwell, 


He died in dreadful pain. 


Next day the friends of Arnold came, 
With every decent rite, 
To hide the object of their ſhame 


For ever from their ſight, 


All Invine's race at once combin'd 


The virgin's tomb to raiſe, 


And FLEMINGs then with Irvines join'd 


Her matchleſs love to praiſe. 


633) 
With aſpect fix'd upon the ground, 
In melancholy mood, it 
Her aged father turn'd around 


Where penſive Epo ſtood ; 


And thus he ſpoke, * Yes, gallant youth, 
True Valour's dauntleſs ſon, 

Thy love, thy courage, and thy truth, 
My firm regard have won. 


Enough of blood has now been ſhed 
Between thy race and mine; 

Here ceaſe our feuds—we'll now proceed 
In Friendſhip's league to join. 

by Yes, hapleſs HELEN, for thy ſake, 
« I'll be thy Epon's friend, 

« And with his race a league I'll make, 
A league which ne'er ſhall end. 
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( 34 ) 
And at thy tomb each year we'll meet 
© The vernal flowers to ſtrow, 
And there, with ſolemn rites, repeat 


© Our everlaſting VOW. 


He ceas'd, and quickly thro' the crowd 


N 


TH applauding murmur went, 
And low brave Epom's father bow'd _ 


In token of aſſent. 


Then all the crowd at once retir'd, 
Full glad a league was made, 
Epo alone, by love inſpir'd, 
At HELEN's tomb-ſtone ſtaid. 


« Farewel, he faid, my love, farewel, 
© To diſtant climes I'll go, 

© Perhaps new objects may diſpel 
« Theſe gathering clouds of woe. 


4880 


© Kirtle has now no charms for me, 
C Its banks would but recal 


The happy hours I've ſpent with thee, . 
And thy untimely fall. 


Once more farewel, where'er I ſtray, 
And far I mean to rove, 

© Tho" mem'ry ſhould with years decay, 
ll ne'er forget thy love. 


He heav'd a ſigh, he left the tomb 
And penſively withdrew, 
And ſoon it was his fate to roam-- 


Thro' ſcenes he little knew.- 


But from theſe ſcenes, tho? newiand ſweet; | 
No pleaſure could he ſhare, 
For whereſoe er he turn'd his feet, 


He met his HELEN there. 
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At laſt to Spain he bent his courſe 
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( 36 ) 


Where many a gallant Lord, 1241 
Againſt the Moors employ d his force, 
And fell beneath the ſword. 


pp 


And there, for fair Religion's fake © © 
He join'd the warlike throng ; | 
He fought, but now his arm was weak, - 
That arm of late ſo ſtrong. | | 


A prey to grief, a prey to care, 
To Scotland he return'd, 
For what he held moſt dear was there, 


Her grave for whom'he mourn'd. 


To HELEN's tomb he bent his way, 
'Twas all his ſtrength allow'd, 95 
Ry = 0 2 | | 
With thine, he ſaid, Fll mix my clay, 


And o'er the grave he bow'd. 


THE 


FALL o FACTION; 


A 


POETICAL VISION. 


N OW Sleep had clos'd the peaſant's eye, 
And ſweet Contentment fil'd his mind 


With all the joys which dreams ſupply, 
Dreams of the delightful kind : 


For Innocence, with courteous ſmile, 


Lean'd on his humble bed the while. 


Beneath the hawthorn-ſhade I ſtray'd, 

Cloſe by the margin of the flood, 

And oft with ſilent joy ſurvey d 

The rocks amid the neighbouring wood : 
For many a rock, with caves profound, 


Tow'ring aloft, were ſcen around. 


* 


| (39 7 
1 At laſt with flow, with cautious pace, 
17 
Wl I ſaw an ancient ſage draw near, 
5 Whoſe hoary locks, and wrinkled face, 
Had borne the ſtorms of many a year : 
„ As he approach'd he wav'd a wand, 
1 And took me gently by the hand. 
=_ 
1 And ſtraight methought my wond'ring eyes 
if 


Confeſs d th' enchanter's mighty pow'r, 
I ſaw a ſtately caſtle rife, 
Adorn'd with many a princely tow'r; 


For every object grand or fweet 
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Was there diſplay'd in order meet. 
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Ye Gods ! what harmony was there, 


—_—_ — — 


The God of muſic touch'd the lyre, 
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| _ His ſtrains diſpell'd each anxious care, 
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14 And nurs'd each gentle ſoft deſire : 
For much can Muſic's power perform, 


It ſwells the tide, or lays the ſtorm. 


60) 


The Lord of this illuſtrious dome, 

At laſt appear'd, a lovely ſight, 

And all his children round him come, 
And to ſoft pleaſures him invite, 


Such pleaſures as the mind can pleaſe, 
Pleaſures produc'd by bliſsful Peace. 


Emblems of Peace his robes were green, 

And in the gale they looſely flow'd, 

Parent of Joy, he ſmil'd ſerene, 

And much delight his ſmiles beſtow'd : 
His name was CoNCoR o, much renown d, 


For his domains lay wide around. 


With courteous grace he view'd the train, 
Who thus attended at his call, 
I heard a ſweet inſpiring ſtrain, 
A thouſand tapers fill'd the hall, 
And lightly o'er the floor adyance 


Theſe bliGful forms in ſprightly dance. 


2 060260. 
— 3 3s x 
— 


* 
— , , , r 
— . ; —.U!ʒuN BE en 


m 5 OO. * — C Ta — 
ae — — — — —_ * 


— — — _— _ CO — IN — . — 
mn LOI ** pg : J © 


X 


7 


Cs 
I knew them as they trip'd along, 
Freedom I ſaw led on the band, ; 
Sweet were her ſmiles, and all the throng 
Follow'd her footſteps hand in hand: 
And happy is the train indeed, 
Whom Freedom kindly deigns to lead. 


And there were Truth and Candor ſeen, + 
There Friendſhip join'd with Honour came, 
And Univerſal Love, whoſe mein 
When he approach'd diffus'd a flame, 

A flame which warm'd the human mind 


With a regard for all mankind. . 


I cried, for rapture fir'd my breaſt, 
© Ye Gods! who love the human race, 
Let no malicious fiend moleſt, 
Or enter this delicious place; 
But let it ſtill the manſion be 


Of Concord, Truth and Liberty. 


1 


But vain my prayers, for ſoon I ſaw 
A form unlike the reſt appear, 
Concord his actions could not awe, 
Nor Honour 1top his wild career : 
The wretch the caſtle walls had ſcal'd, 


When unſu ſpicious mirth prevail'd. 


His name was FAacTION, and his tongue 
Was falſer than the fiends in hell, 
For oft to cheat th' unwary throng 
Full many a lie he usd to tell; 
Lies which had not (tho' ſtrange 'tis true) 


Even probability in view.* 


And loud he talk'd of laws ſevere, 
And often ſwore Oppreſſion reign'd, 
And thoſe who madly lent an ear, 
Like him theſe tenets too mantain'd : 
Thus Candor ſoon, O dire diſgrace ! 
Was baniſh'd from her native place. 
I 


A report was induſtriouſiy propagated lately in Am——ca, that the people of Eng- 
— - had taken up arms againſt the K—g, and were encamped near the metropolis ts 


the number of 80,000, under the command of a moſt worthy General. 
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( 42 ) 


When Faction thus, with treaclrrous ſkill, 
Had gain'd a few to aid his cauſe, 
He boldly ſwore his ſingle will 
Should now ſupplant all other laws: 
His friends repeated what he ſaid, 


His ſtrains re-echo'd thro' the ſhade. 


Then to his aid he calFd amain 
The baneful 1 " he meant t employ, 
And ſure there ne'er was ſeen a train 
So void of love, ſo void of joy: 
For Falſchood bore the chief command, 
Fit ruler for this deſp'rate band. 


Then wild confuſion reign'd o'er all, 
And guilty deeds were oft perform'd, 
In vain did pale Misfortune call, 


When harſh Oppreſſion loudly. ſtorm'd ; 


For Faction {till with frown ſevere, 


Forbade his cruel imps to ſpare. 


(>) \ 

Thus Faction ſoon became the lord 

Of theſe once lov'd, theſe joyful tow'rs, 
Ah change accurs'd! ah change deplor'd 
Concord reſtore, ye heavenly pow rs, 


| Reſtore him | Candor loudly calls, 


Reſtore him to his native halls. 


And lo! theſe ancient towers to ſhield, 
From heaven, deſcending on a cloud, 
With all her awful charms reveal'd, 


Before my face fair JusTict ſtood : 


That glorious taſk be mine, ſhe cried, 
© I ſoon ſhall check the uſurper's pride. 


With that a ſhining fword ſhe drew, 
With joy I ſaw the dreadful blade, 
But Faction and his horrid crew, 

All hung their heads and ſhook with dread: 
For ſoon as Juſtice lifts the ſword, 
Faction recals each boaſtful word. 


( 4+ ) 
And now with Mercy in her train, 
Juſtice pervaded ev'ry tower, 
And thoſe who dar'd diſpute her reign 
Felt her avenging mighty pow'r : 
But ſuch as ſoon her pow'r confeſt 


Were freed at Mercy's fond requeſt. 


Thus Concord by the lib'ral aid 

Of Juſtice, gain'd his native ſeat, 

With thee I'll dwell; my friend, ſhe ſaid, 
I'll guard from foes thy bleſt retreat. 


* 


** 


With that the wizard wav'd his wand, 


The caſtle ſunk at his command. 


Go, go, he ſaid with awful mien, 


5 


Proclaim o'er Britain's wide domains, 


Loudly proclaim what thou haſt ſeen, 


* 


And tell that Juſtice ever reigns : 
And tell the few whom Faction leads 
* That Juſtice views their darkeſt deeds.” 


With that he bow'd his head, and ſlowly ſtalk'd away, 
While the faint ſtars proclaim'd the near approach of 
Day. 
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II is perhaps proper to inform the reader, that the Fa TAL Fevp is 
founded on a tradition ſtill current in the ſouth part of Scotland. — 
This ſtory was communicated to the author by a gentleman of very con- 
ſiderable eminence in the Literary World, * who is a native of that part 
of Scotland where the ſcene of the Poem is laid. — This gentleman, who 
is remarkably fond of the ſimplicity of the ballad-ſtyle, was of opinion 
that the fate of fair HeLEN might furniſh materials for a very moving tale. 
—The author however is afraid that the materials were much better than 
the ſuperſtructure he has raiſed : but of this the public, and not the au- 
thor, muſt now be judge.—Soon after this Poem was wrote, Mr. PEN“ 
NANT publiſh'd his Tour in Scotland and Voyage to th: Hebrides, in which 
he relates the ſame ſtory (Edition 1772 pages 88 and 89) In the bu- 
** rying ground of Kirkconnel, ſays he, is the grave of the fair Here 
* IRviNnE and that of her lover: ſhe was daughter of the houſe of Kirk- 
* connel, and was beloved by two gentlemen at the ſame time. The one 
*< yow'd to ſacrifice the ſucceſsful rival to his reſentment, and watched an 
* opportunity while the happy pair were ſitting on the banks of the Kir- 
« tle that waſhes theſe grounds: HELEN perceived the deſperate lover on 
the oppoſite ſide, and fondly thinking to ſave her favourite, interpoſed, 
« and receiving the wound intended for her beloved, fell and expired in 
« his arms. He inſtantly revenged her death, then fled into Spain, and 
« ſerved for ſometime againſt the Infidels; on his return he viſited the 
« grave of his unfortunate miſtreſs, and ſtretched himſelf on it, and ex- 
« piring on the ſpot was interred by her ſide. A ſword and a croſs are 
_ * engraven on the tomb-ſtone, with Hic Jacet Apam FLEMING—the 
* only memorial of this unhappy gentleman, except an ancient Ballad cf 
© no great merit, whick records the tragical event, which happened ei- 
« ther in the latter end of the reign of James the fifth, or in the begin 


© ning of that of Mary” K 


* The Reverend Dr. Blacklock. 
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(46) 
The author of the Fatal Feud has,. with a good deal of difficulty, pro- 
cured a copy of this ancient Ballad, which he now lays before the public, 


teſt any of his readers, who may happen to be of a ſuſpicious temper, ſhould 
imagine that he had ſtole from it the plan, the ſentiments, and even per- 


haps the language of his poem. 


My ſweeteſt ſweet, and faireſt fair, 
Of birth and worth beyond compare, 
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Thou art the cauſer of my care, 
Since firſt I lov'd thee. 


Yet God hath given to me a mind, 
The which to thee ſhall prove as kind 
As any one that thou ſhalt find 

Of high or low degree. 


Yet nevertheleſs I am content; 

And never a whit my love repent, 

But think my time it was well ſpent, 
Tho' I diſdained be. 


Ide ſhalloweſt water makes maiſt din, 
The deepeſt pool the deadeſt lin, 
The richeſt man leaſt truth within, 
Tho he preferred be. 


7 
O Helen fair, without compare, 


I'll wear a garland of thy hair, 


Shall cover me for ever mair 


Until the day I die. 


(4 ) 
O Helen ſweet, and maiſt compleat, 
My captive ſpirits at thy feet, 
Think'ſt thou till fit thus for to treat 
Thy pris'ner with cruelty. 


O Helen brave, this ſtill I crave, 
On thy poor ſlave ſome pity have, 


And do him fave that's near his grave, 
And dies for love of thee. ; 


Curs'd be the hand that ſhot the ſhot, 
And curs'd the gun that gave the crack, 


Into my arms bird Helen lap, 
And died for love of me. 


O think na ye but my heart was fair, 
When my love fell down, and ſpake na mair, 


There did ſhe ſwoon wi' meikle care 
On fair Kirkconnel Lea. 


I lighted down, my ſword did draw, 
I cutted him in pieces ſma', 


I cutted him in pieces ſma' 
On fair Kirkconnel Lea. 


O Helen chaſte, thou wert modeſt, 

If I were with thee I'd be bleſt, 
Where thou lieſt low, and takeſt thy reſt 
On fair Kirkconnel Lea, 
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I wiſh my grave were growing green, 
A winding ſheet put o'er my Een, 
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And I in Helen's arms lying 
W 1 | In fair Kirkconnel Lea. 


I wiſh I were where Helen lies, 

Where night and day ſhe on me cries, 
in ; | | | I wiſh I were where Helen lies 

hi l| On fair Kirkconnel Lea. 
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